





TalfA wouldit Were bed-time, H,*//, and all well 
Prix. Why ? thou oweft God a death. ’ 

jPalf.'Tis not due yet } T would be loth to pay him before his 
day: what need I befo forwardwith him that calls not on me? 
Welh’tis no matter ,Honour pricks me on •• yea but how if Ho- 
nour prick meoff when 1 come on?how then,can Honour fet to 
a leg?no,or anarmc?no, or take away the griefe of a wound ? 
no, Honour bath no skill in Surgery then?no:what is Honour? 
a word: what is that word Honour? Aire:a trimme reckoning. 
Who hath it?he that died a Wednefday ? Doth he feele it ? no : 
doth heheare it? no .' ’tis inienfible then ?yea, to the dead ; but 
willitnotlivewiththeliving?no : why? detraction will not 
fjffer it, therefore i’le none ofit ; Honour is a meere Skutchion; 
and lo ends my Catcchifme. Exit. 

Enter Wor cefi errand fir Richard Vernon. . 

Wor.Q no,my Nephew muft not know ; Sir Richard, 
Theliberall kind offer of the King. 
for.' T were beft he did. 

Wor .Then are we all undone. 

It is not poffible,it cannot be. 

The King would keepe his word in loving us. 

He w ill tufpeCf us ftil 1, and find a time, 

To punifh this offence in others faults : 

Suppofition,all our livesdhall be ftucke foil of eyes. 

For reafon isbut truftedlike the Foxe, 

Who never fo tame/o cherifht, and loekt up, 

Will have a wildetricke of his ancefters ; 

Looke how he can, or fad or merrily : 

Interpretation will mifquote our Iookes, 

And we fhall feed like Oxen at ftal 1, ’•’j 

The better cherifht, ftill the neercr death. 

My Nephews trefpaffe may be well forgot, 

It hath the excufe of youth, and heate ofblood. 

And an adopted name ofpriviledge. 

A haire-braind Hotjpttr, governd by a fpleenc. 

All his offences live upon my head. 

And on his Fathers.We didtrainehim on. 

And his corruption being tone from us, . 
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We as the ipring of all, fhall pay for all : 

Therefore good Cofin, let not Harry know , , 

In any caie,the offei of ;the King." _ ****». 

for . Deliver what you willa le fay fo. Here comes your Co r 


Exit Vowg. 


Hot My Uncle is return’d. 

Deliver up my Lord of jyeftmrland. 

Uncle, whatnewes? 

Wor .The King will bid you battell prefently. 
TW.Defie him by the Lord of Weftmerlavd. 
Hot.LovdDerrg/as, goe you and tell him fo. 
Dow.Mary and'fhall very willingly. 

There is nofeeming mercy in the King. 

, Hot .Did you beg any ? God forbid. 

5 Word told him gently of your grievances. 

Of his oath-breaking : which he mended thus. 

By now forfwearing that, he is forefw ? orne. 

He cals us Rebels, Tray tors, and will feourge 
With haughty armes,thishatefoll name in us. 

Dow. Arme, Gentlemen, to armesLor I have thrown 
A brave defiance in. King Henries teeth ; 

And Wefl norland that was ingag’d,did beare it. 

Which cannot chufe but bring him quickly on. r 

Wor. The Prince of Wales ftept forth before the King? 
And, Nephew, challeng’d you to (ingle fight. 

Hot. O, would the quarrell lay upon our heads. 

And that no man might draw fhort breath to day, 

But I and Harry Monmouth : tell mc,tell me, 

How fhewed his talking ? feem’d it in contempt ? 

r<r.No,by my.foule, I never in my life 
Did heare a Challenge urg’d more moddtly, 

Unleffe a Brother fhould a Brother dare 
To gentle exercife and proofe of armes. 

He gave you all the duties of a man, 

Trim’dup your praifes with a. princely tongue, 
c , 


(fin. 


enter Dowg. 



By ftill difpraifing praife, valued with you ; 
And which became him like a Prince indeed. 
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